A MATTER OF FORM

" More ideas," said Hubert, and covered his face.
Still, when I spoke of leaving the Rolls at some farm,
he at once approved the project and called to Stiven
to take the stuff out of the car, " for if," said he,
looking up, " you propose to survey that mountain,
you ought to be off at once. But, first, you must go
after Andrew and see what's holding him up. I refuse
to believe that he's fallen foul of Harris, but the
misgiving grows more obtrusive with every quarter
of an hour. In fact, sitting here is the devil: but one
of us must do it, and I seem to feel it's my job. What
time will the maid get to Mittal ? "
I told him at half-past five.
He frowned.
" She'll have to be fetched. I tell you straight,
I hate this going and coming. I've seen no sign of
Harris, but I'll bet he's up on his toes,"
" I'll bet he's sick of walking," said I.
My cousin fingered his chin.
" What did we do when we were sick of walking ? "
" We took the Rolls."
"Exactly," said Hubert, rising. "And I can't
help feeling that Harris might have the same idea.
So for God's sake keep your eyes skinned, and don't
stop to pick any flowers where the drive runs into
the road. If you should find the way blocked, you
must override the obstruction and put down your
foot. If it's too big, clap her into reverse and squirt
back as hard as you can. And I think you'll have to
take Stiven. I don't like your going alone."
" He's not going alone," said Olivia.
Nothing we said could move her, and since we dared
waste no more time she had her way. But I was